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Poetry. 



[Dec. 



And still he coughs, and spitteth on 
the flore, 
And every sentence hems, both after and 
afore. 

As in some wealthy yeoman's* well-stored 
yard, 
Where fowl of every various kind a- 
bound, 
The gaudy peacock for his plumage 
spar'd, 
The vAhant cock whose voice doth ear- 
ly sound; 
The careful hen with ducklings all a- 
round, 
The strutting turkey, and the meek- 
eyed dove. 
At even tide, perchance a flock is found, 
Of simple geese, sound sleeping, while 
above, 
Waketh one cackling goose... thus slept we 
in that grove. 

The three following were written for old 
Irish melodies. The first supposed to be 
$ung by the females after the event of an 
unfortunaiebattle, dissuading their remain- 
ing relatives from emigration. X. 

FIRST. 

ALAS, how sad, by Shannon's flood, 
The blush of morning sun appears '... 

To men who gave for us their blood, 
Ah, what can women give but tears ' 

How still the field of battle lies ' 
No shouts upon the breezes blown ' 

We heard our dying countries' cries, 
We sit, deserted and alone. 

Why thus collected on the strand, 
Whom yet the God of mercy saves ? 

Will ye forsake your native laud ? 
Will ye desert your brothers' giaves ? 

Their graves give forth a fearful groan, 
« O guard our orphans and our wives, 

Like us, make Eun's fate your own, 
Like us, for her, yield up your lives'" 

Why, why such haste to bear abroad, 

The witness of your country's shame ? 
Stand by her altars, and her God, 

He yet may build her up a name. 

Then should her foreign children hear, 
Of Erin free and blest once moi e, 

Will they not curse their fathers' fear, 
That left, too soon, their native shore ? 

SECOND. 

If to a foreign clime I go, 

What Henry feels will Emma know? 



My heart in all its trembling strings, 

So tuned to hers alone, 
That every breeze, delighted brings, 
From hers, a kindred tone ; 
And if to foreign clime lie goes, 
What Henry feels, his Emma knows. 

Our hearts seem well-tuned harps that 

show, 
All that true lovers wish to know ; 
To every sorrow, every bliss, 

An unison will swell ; 
If on thy lips one vagrant kiss, 
My toi tured strings will tell. 
Such paiig may Henry never know, 
If to a foreign clime he go. 

Emma will share my joy and woe, 
If to a foreign clime l go; 

Still shall I hear, though far we part, 

The music of her mind ; 
And echoes soft from Emma's heart, 
My wand'ring sense shall bind -. 
Listen. ..how plaintive, sad, and low, 
When to a distant clime I go ' 

THIRD. 

(c There is a hopeless, bitter grief, 

" Which oft the feeling heart must 
prove, 
" There is a pang that mocks relief, 

" "ITis deep, consuming, secret love." 
No sigh is heard, nor seen a tear, 

And strange to see a smile prevail, 
But faint the smile, and insincere, 

And o'er a face so deadly pale ! 
This fairy dream of life is o'er, 

No visionary hope to save ' 
If heaven a mercy has in stoi e, 

O send her to an early gi ave. 

(BIT SIR WILLIAM JONES.) 

"WHILE sad suspense, and dull delay, 
Bereave my wounded soul of rest ; 

New hopes, new fears, from day to day, 
By turns assail my Iab'ring breast. 

My heart, which ardent love consumes, 

Throbs with each agonizing thought, 
So flutters with entangled plumes, 

The lark, in wily meshes caught. 
There, she, with unavailing strain, 

Pours through the night her warbled 
grief; 
The gloom retires, but not her pain, 

The dawn appears, but not relief. 

Two younglings wait the parent bird, 
Their thrilling sorrows to appease, 

She comes... ah no, the sound they heard, 
Was but a whisper of the breeze. 



